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F AIR TEISA’s winding ftrcam invites my lays; 

Alii ft, O Sylvan Mufe! in TEISA’s praife: 

What Mufe afliftance wou’d not gladly bring, 

Her beauteous banks, her lilver ftrcams to ftng ? 

The virgin water from its marble bed, j 

Frelh, airy, bubbling, lifts its chryftal head •, 

Far from corrupting man, her purer fource 
Purfucs thro’ rugged rocks, its infant courfe: 

Where the wild heath its purple dye difplays, 

As on the ruflct plain we wond’ring gaze, i o 

The wand’ring eye is loft in mills, that frown 
Sufpendcd o’er th’ extenfive horizon : 

No living objcfr, favc the ilirill airlcw, 

Upon this awful height appears in view. 

A Lake below this gloomy mount, behold ! i 5 
Fair nurfe of Trout, whofc fpots are red and gold. 
Thrice happy filh! for Nature ever kind, 

A peaceful dwelling hath to you aflign’d. 
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Nature, intent on fweet varieties, 

By difTrcnt feenes, the fancy trys to pleafe : 2 © 

Sec there a rock, with formidable head! 

See here fmooth TEISA in her humble bed! 

A calm tranfparcnt Lake, like cry dal clear, 

Anon {he does all hoary foam appear; 

As from the ftccpy height her waves fhe throws, 25 
Impetuous; and white as falling fnows ! 

But foon from rock to rock they flow along. 

Soft murm’ring as the poets vernal fong. 

The dauntlefs miners, men of nought afraid, 

O’er this amazing cataraft, have laid 30 

A lcaflefs trunk, torn up by furious winds, 

From where the bog vaft trees collected binds: 

They venture o’er this roaring Sylla’s head, 

And, bold as mariners, no perils dread. 

Now gentle May to TEISA joins her ftream, 3 j 
Rocks rough, angular, form a varied fcenc ; 

’Till the united floods again divide, 

Like a baAiful virgin, May feeks to hide 
Her filver ftream ; a cave the ftream receives ; 

Thro’ which, the warm poetic mind believes, 40 
She goes, Eridanu’s bleft flood to greet, 

To fhine a ftar, and wafli fair Venus’ feet. 

While TEISA mournful, like deferted friends 
’Mongft lift’ning rocks, her plaints far diftant fends. 

The 
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The fhepherds leave their flocks to hear her moan, 45 
While folitary thus flic runs alone. 

We next a beauteous cataract cfpy, 

Amaz’d where wonder lends her eager eye: 

Forvaft thy height, and rapid is thy courfe ; 

From reck fublime, O juftly call’d, High Force! 50 
Nature has fure exhaufled here her ftore, 

She fcarce can add a Angle beauty more. 

From this ftupcnd’ous height, the ftreams that flow, 
Arc fwiftly chang’d to flakes of falling fnow; 

As down its ragged fldcs, they pour along, 55 

Light airy vehicles pufli each other on: 

Time’s flriking pitfture, here, methinks, I view ■, 

Ye fwollen fpheres! he marches on like you; 

Bubbles pufli bubbles, minutes minutes on, 

And all, at laft, is one promifeuous throng: 6 o 

Ye haften to falute your parent fea, 

And time to meet with round Eternity. 

With pleafure here my wond’ring Cye cou’d dwell, 
While thefe exhauftlefs feenes, my Mufe fliould tell. 
And all the beauties of this vaft cafcadc: 65 

But artful peafants, lo! a bridge have made; 

Whofe novelty diverts the wand’ring eye: 

Acrofs the flood, from rocks immenfely high, 

* See two ftrong iron chains their length extend; 

On thefe rebounding links fome boards depend, 7 0 

And 
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And make a dancing bridge, where peafants go, 

Rcgardlcfs of th’ amazing depth below! . 

-,, A 

Let not the citizen polite, difdain 
Thcfc peafants, who, each ufcful art maintain: 
Each people to their place kind nature fuits, 
Superintendent o’er her works deputes; 

Thcfe humble people, who iphabit here, 

Have minds, we fee, capacious, and as clear 
As ye, the great, who lordlhip o'er them claim: 
O when ye take from thefe a mailer’s name, 

Do not their honed labour ill requite; 

Let not the Sun withdraw his facrcd light, 

Ere you the wages of induftry pay ; 

For you they drudge throughout tlie weary day 
For you, what perils here they undergo, 

By delving in the dreary mines below: 

Oft has the patient miner in the morn, 

Left a beloved wife, and babes at home; 

Happy in the thoughts of returning eve, 

But fate, alas! does each warm hope deceive ; 
Perhaps, he, by fome vapour lod his breath, 

His wife and helplcfs infants mourn'd his death. 

Fondly a rural fwain once bad adieu 
To his lov’d Daphne, thinking to renew 
His vifit, when the weary day was done, 

But he, alas! again ne’er faw the fun; 
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Tho’ whittling blith, he left the chearful day, 

As he dcfcended down the dreary way; 

When lo! the fubterrancouo arch foon fell; 

Scarce can the mufe the mournful ftory tell: 100 

The fondcft lover dead—the frantic maid, 

Whofe ev’ry comfort, now in earth was laid, 

With dreadful Quicks receives the difmal news, 

And then her lover’s fatal path purfues; 

Where kind perfuafion can her fcarce reftrain, i o 5 
Her grave from feeking headlong to obtain, 

In the fame fatal pit, which oh! detains 
Her late beloved Damon’s cold remains: 

Many a day his kind companions fpei)d, 

In weary fearches, for their valued friend; 110 

At length, with melancholy joy, they find V: 

His breathlefs corfe, deferted of the mind; 

His Daphne fwooned at the mournful fight, 

And, when returning from the fiiadcs of night. 

She kifs’d his lips, thofc lips that uled to tell 113 
Sweet plcafing tales, tho’ cou’d not bid farcwel: 

His lifclefs eyes file kifs’d, thofe eyes where fiie 
Unutterable things could ever fee: 

His clay cold hands, between her own fhe preft, 

And thus the feelings of her heart expreft: 120 

Ah! youth for ever dear, for ever kind! 

Ah! how thou coud’ft confole my racked mind! 

Cheer’d with thy looks, the labour of the day, 

By me unheeded, fweetly pafs’d away: 

C Toil 
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Toil loft its force when thou, my love, was by; 

Thy ftrongcr arm ftill ready to apply, 

When mine unequal to the talk was found; 

As we were wont in yonder heathifh ground, 

To dig out fuel, for the winter keen; 

Ah me! how wou’dft thou then with looks ferene, 130 
Still fomething fweetly pleafing to me fay, 

Stopping thy l'pade, for ever fprightly gay; 

Tlio’ on the dreary mountain’s brow our toil, 

Thou would'ft with rapture blcfs the happy foil. 

But all, alas ! is colour’d now with woe; 135- 

A youth fo kind, no maiden e’er did know. 

His lifelcfs hands, with tears lhc ftraight bedews, 

And her wild plaints, flic then again renews: 

Till piteous hcav’n, oh kindly! to her gave 

Her wifli to die; fo in the friendly grave 140 

This conftant pair, now undivided reft ; 

Their fouls fly up, and mingle with the blcft. 

Sec ! bounding o’er the ruflet lawn, appear 
The fportivc tribe, who no fatigue will fear; 

Sec, in his mid-career, the fpaniel draws 143: 

The moor-game’s feent, with wide expanded nofe: 

The covey fee, with men, and dogs befet; 

Vainly for fhelter in the ling they get: 

Cautious o’er them the docile fpaniel ftands, 

"While, with his tube uplifted in his hands, 150 

. The 
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The fowler meditates their upward flight; 

They fecret view on e’vry fide the light; 

Then urg’d by bold neceflity arife, 

And truft for fafety in their native Ikies ; 

But the deftru&ive (hot, alas! purfues, 1 55 

A fight too painful for the tender mufc: 

With mangled limbs to earth they flutt’ring fall; 

A fight fo fad, ah! fhall we pleafure call ? 

Can man with foft emotions in his bread! 

Ah! can he with pain, and mifery jell ? 160 

But hark! a call, fome has efcapcd we fee; 

O! ’tis the father of the family, 

Who ignorant of his poor young ones fate, 

Now calls on them, and his late faithful mate; 

She, ever at his fide, was wont to fliare 1 6 s 

Every pleafure, every tender care : 

Tho’ fimplc cates their meager life luftain; 

Yet fafety, even here, they fought in vain. • 

Would you! ye barb’rous minifters of death! 

But thus unwearied fpend your time and breath, 1 7 o 
In routing out the murd’rous favage kind; 

Both birds, and bcafts, whofe rapine unconfin’d. 

Is ever watchful, feeking to devour; 

The chick, and harmlcfs lamb might live fecurc: 

How many birds of prey you might purfue, 1 75 

Which to the flaugln’ring gun arc juftly due. 

For 
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For works like thefe, was great Alcides fam’d; 

The favage bcaft he flew, die man he tam'd. 

My eye defeending from this wild furvey, 

Now comes where TEISA’s fwcct meanders flray18o 
Amidft o’er-arching-rocks, the filver flood, 

Reflects the image of green pendent wood: 

In this fcqueftr’d flream, the fifh furvey 
The little dancing gnats that frifk and play ; 

At which they dart with fuch velocity, 185 

'1 hat one cou’d fcarce their fpeckled bodies fee: 

Did not the circles in the flood betray 
Their path, defeending down die liquid way. 

With balmy fragrance, here the weftern breeze 
Juft wliifpcrs through the foliage of the trees ; 190 

The nodding trees, whofe variegated tops. 

With fweetnefs crown the formidable rocks, 

That on fair TEISA caft their dark brown fhadc. 

On which the birds of prey their nefts have made; 

The azure falcon of quick darting eye, 1 95 

The jet-wing’d raven, of loud clam’rous cry, 

Ihe buzzard brown, and the fell glcde that wheels 
Around the farmer’s yard, and fanguine ftcals 
The chicks: ah! what avails the mother's cry, 

The flgnal dread, at which they fquatting He 200 
On their flat fides, as if to earth they grew; 

Ah! what avails it that the mother flew, 

Fiery 
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Fiery vindictive for her infant race; 

The barb’rous ruffian does, before her face. 

The trembling victim feize now in his claws; 205 
On air triumphant out of light he goes: 

The clocking mother, piteoufly dill reft 

For her loft murder’d one,, fcarce heeds the reft. 

Thefe birds ill-omen’d Ikim along the ftrcams, 

O’er deepeft pools they dwell ’midll ever-greens. 21 o 

Scatter’d along fwcet TEISA’s valley here. 

Some rural cots their thatched heads uprear; 

Whole happy fwains induft’rious miners are. 

Ingenious luxury is not their care. 

Plac’d fweetly on the hill’s declivity, 215 

Next Middleton’s fair beauteous Hamlet fee, 

With its neat little church, and (lately tow’r, 

The people neither fplendid, rich, nor poor. 

Beneath this village fportful TEISA flrays, 

Through craggy rocks, or in meanders plays: 220 

(The waving trees a chequer’d fccne difclofe,) 

As with fweet liquid lapfe the water flows. 

Bear me, ye mufes, mournful by the hand I 
Oh bear me! to the calm fcquefter’d land; 

Where, for the late generous owner Hill 22 $ 

Sad TEISA weeps, below the verdant hill. 

D O Death! 
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O Death ! fo hafly, why ? to fnatch away, 

To make the moft agreeable thy prey. 

On Hutchinfon, my mufe, a moment fpend, 

Majeftic Hutchinfbn, politenefs’friend: 2.30 

Pcnfive let me with mournful tears furvey 
Eglcdone, where his cold remains now lay; 

Here, with his fair Eliza, he polled 
Delights, not confcious to a vulgar bread. 

Upon this mournful feene my thought could dwell; 2 3 5 
But what avails it, fince each fwain can tell 
His virtues, tho’ perhaps in death fome reft ■, 

Of the dead’s works we oft inter the belt. 

Great Devonfhire’s domains we next furvey, 

In the fertile vicinity thefe lay, 240 

Where happy Codcrflone her fwains has bled 
With competence ; with fair content and health. 

Rapid Baurdcr, tired of his lonely race, 

W ide throws his arms fair TEISA to embrace. 

Upon yonder fwcct eminence there dood 245 

A dome, that once o’crlook’d the filver flood, 

Its grotefque rocks, and lowly pendent wood ; 

A cadle of the great Fitzhues, in days 
When knights of chivalry, had all their praife; 

Tho’ fcarcc a wreck left now ; the laws of fate, 250 
Meafurc each lofty tow’r, and city’s date. 

Ye 
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Ye rural mufes come, and with me view 
Yon bufy houfcwife, from her grateful cow 
Rich llrcams of milky juice, with both hands draws, 
Until her pail with bubbles overflows. 255 

A finer fight can proud luxury boaft ? 

Nice whipt up creams look but like this at moll; 

Yet far inferior in their tafte we find, 

The firft is food by Nature’s felf dcfign’d. 

The laft to naufeatc too oft inclin’d. 260 

The houfcwife to her houfe we next purfue, 

Where we the management of cheefe may view. 

See th’eaming homogeneous parts attract, 

As froft on water, on milk here fee it adt! 

The chccfc by its own gravity defccnds, 2 65 

Its motion at the kettle’s bottom ends 
Collected in itfelf, we find it lay 
Deep delug’d by a flood of wholefome whey; 

From whence into a trough the mafs they bear, 

And all the glofly bulk in pieces tear. 270 

With facred fait then fprinkle it all o’er. 

Taking a cloth with wide and open pore; 

In which the cheefe now carefully is born 
To a wooden mould of circular form; 

The groaning prefs the little vafe receives, 2 7 j- 

And finifli’d foon, we view the new form'd cheefe. 

Now 
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Now to the whey, O rural mufe return; 

We left it in the Ihining, brazen urn j 
Which urn upon the fparkling flames is plac’d, 

And e'er it boils, with butter-milk they hallc; 280 
Then with a thrivcl ftir it all around; 

This being done, we fee white froth abound 
Upon the rifing furf, which by degrees. 

Hardens into a fubftanee like to checfe; 

But of confidence rich, and lighter far, 285^ 

That, by the name of curds, diftinguifh’d are; 

A grateful cooling and delicious treat, 

Which lux’ry’s fons with wine and fugar eat; 

But otherwife the fwains, with plcafure they 

The curds cat up, with their own native whey. 290 

Of healthful whig it now remains to treat; 

This cooling liquor ne'er amongft the great 

Was introduc’d, it pleafantly allays 

That thirft, which often on the peafant preys; 

Its flavour tart, when fummer heat prevails, 295 
To plcafe the country people feldom fails: 

Of its falubrious pow’r, we ne’er can doubt; 

Neither the juice of unconco&ed fruit; 

Nor yet th’ alembic’s ftupifying dofe, 

Are any of the things that whig compofe. 300 

When the diluting whey has boil’d its full. 

The lioulewife to her garden goes to cull: 
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Various herbs of fine cooling pleafant tafte ; 

Purfuing her the rural Mufcs haflc. 

Alecoft flie gathers, with edge indented fine, 305 
Unerring plaftic nature’s fair dciign; , 

With fpotted fage, from its own humble bed, 

And that which loftier grows, whofc hue is red. 

Next mint, but mints of various forts there arc, 

The belt to choofc deferves her utmofl care: 3 r o 

She burgamot well careful will avoid, 

Left by its too flrong flavour be annoy’d: 

Thofe herbs that lefs emiflivc arc of fmcll 
This, for thq chymift’s ufc, may do full well: 

Of fiery pepper-mint let her beware; 3 15 

The fcarch of cooling herbs is now her care: 

Here water-mint flic alfo muft refufe, 

And that whofc pale green leaf is pointed, choofc. 
Frcfh leaves of baum the Mule wou’d next advife; 

In baum, diaphoretic virtue lies; _ 320 

And fudorific marygolds ; but thefe 

From the Stamina and impalement, plcafc 

To pick for ropy juice, cohefion here 

Oft will retain, making fluids lefs clear. 

Thefe frmplcs do in gardens all abound; 325 

But yet the Mufe fhou’d fuig, what wild arc found: 

• w - “ E . Near 
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Near purling brooks, fweet woods and meadows fair, 
Alone kind nature’s univerfal care: 

Since hcav’n all lots with gardens does not blcfs, 330' 
The fucccdancum, O Mufc, exprcfs! 

On banks where Phoebus deigns his beams to died, 
Fragrant ftrawberries grow, all blufhing red ; 

Their leaves for whig a good ingredient are, 

When from their clafping tendrils pick’d with care: 3 3 $ 
Goofegrafs then gather next, whofe wan-green hue, 

Like fattin flaines, when fpangled o’er with dew: 

Pale green forrel the fliady woods produce, 

And this affords a pleafant acid juice; 

To thefe add role-leaves of mulky favour, 340 

They will give a cooling pleafant flavour: 

Which ever of thefe recipes you take, 

For thirfty fwains the grateful whig to make, 

Be careful ere you mix the herbs and flowers, 

Your whey be cool as gentle April fhow’rs. 345 

To yonder floping Bank, ye facred Nine 
Your Poet bear, her images refine! 

While I fair TEISA’s winding flaorc purfue, 

What feenes appear, where'er I turn my view; 

What checker’d fair varieties we fee 3 s o 

On ev’ry fide, yet fweetly all agree ; 

Below, with corn the laughing vallics Hand, 

Above, the bleating flocks o'erfpread the land: 
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Defccnding down the filver flood again, 

Some cottages we view, that bear the name 3 53 

Of Low-Shipley, a Paradile indeed. 

Sweetly plac’d araidft the flow’ry mead ; 

With what fwcct harmlcfs looks the cattle graze ! 

The birds fit chanting mattins on the fprays 

That hang o’er TEISA, as fhe fteals away 360 

To Marwood, once a town, as records fay, 

Fam'd for its park, by Norman’s made no doubt; 

Thefe Nimrods havock made, and favage rout; 
Churches and towns they levell’d for the chafe, 

No owner pitied, nor the facred place 365 

Rever’d, where the fine gothic-ftrucSture flood: 

Such was their favage thirft for fhedding blood. 

A ridge of rocks, vaft uniform and high, 

Whofe tops are crown’d with oaks, we next efpy, 
Blefs’d with the favouring mufe j I along 
Their fliades cou’d wander, might I flop the fong: 370 
On TEISA’s verdant banks, here quiet lies 
A villa, fhelter’d from inclement fkies, 

Poflefs’d of joys, untafted by the great, 

Liv’d Bainbridge late, in this fo blefs’d retreat: 
Succeflive ftudy, exercife and eafe, 375 

With humble joys of home-felt quiet pleafe j 
Far beyond the vain pageantry of ftate, 

Or lives of them, on feepter’d kings who wait: 

Sequef- 

e. 
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Sequeder’d thus from bus’nefs and from noife, 

The contemplative find fubdantial joys; 

Oft have I widl’d my humble lot was call 
In fomc fuch bled retreat, where I at laft, 

Abandoning all fervile hopes and fears, 

Might quiet pafs the few remaining years: 

But, with fweet Cowley I mull yet lament, 385 

That in a hir’d-houfe all my days are fpent: 

Yet why do I lament, Oh! why did he? 

Since the mufe, ever uncontroul’d and free. 

Can traverfe earth, expatiate thro’ the Ikies ; 

Each thing in common to the mufes lies. 390 

While with the mufe, and one dear friend fo bleft, 

I trufted fickle-fortune with the reft: 

But, ah! that friend no more confolcs my cares, 

Nor pain, nor pleafurc, more with me now Iliares; 
From pain, the lot of all on earth, fet free, 395 

Enjoys the calms of bright felicity: 

While care and hopclcfs woe alternate roll 
Like day and night, in my fad alter’d foul, 

Grief, in all its vicifiitudcs, purfuc < 

My thought, My dear Lycidas! fince thou 400 

Was pluckt from that fad heart which bleeding lies, 
And bootlefs, every balfamic tries ; 

Tlio’ not with woe am I fo fcnfelefs grown, 

As to admit of pleafing comforts none ; 

Fair hope Hill Hatters my unquiet bread >' 403- 

With whifpers, that my Lycidas is bled, 

That 
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That he has now exchang’d a mortal love, 

For an exhaudlcfs fourcc of blifs above: 

There, there, my bleeding heart, look up for cure, 
Since he is bled, thy prefent ills endure ; 410 

To foothc thy anxious mind, the friendly mufe 
Will not her balmy blcflings yet refufe. 

Come, with me, vifit Lartinton’s fwcct bow'rs, 

Her waving woods, her many rills that pours 
Clear chryftal dreams, grateful to beads and men; 41 y 
Soft murmurs feem to harmonize my pen: 

Led by their found from fhadc to fhadc I rove, 

And hear the feather’d folk along the grove, 

With difTrent notes make one bled harmony; 

Thus, if great things compar'd with fmall may be, 420 
Various nations, and all by various ways 
And names, the author of their beings praife : 

Hcav’n looks down upon all with equal love. 

With fwcct complaifancc docs ’em all approve; 

Since by different modes they all confefs 42 j' 

One pow’r fupreme, and that adore and blcfs. 

To reverence the owner of thefe ffiadcs, 

I lhou’d invoke the fidcr Sylvan Maids ; 

But her prerogative the free-born Mufe 
Ufurps, and will no adulation ufc : 

To him may Ugicina pour out health, 

Hcav’n, not undcfcrv’dly, gave to him wealth; 

F 
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Divine philanthropy, may he no Ids, 

Than his late predeccflors did, poflefs. 

To TEIS A’s fair enamell’d banks thy fong 435 
Bring back, my Mufc, nor wander forth fo long: 

Oh! cou’d my numbers like clear TE1SA glide, 

I’d fing each tree that grows along her fide; 

Of ev’ry flirub a flow’ry garland twine ; 

Not father Thames’ fclf, in loftier rhyme, 440 

Shou’d flow along with fuch majeftic grace; 

Nor Eridanus, tho’ he boafts a place 
In the eeleftial happy realms above, 

The lands of unexhaufled blifs and love: 

The trees that crown this fair illuftrious flood, 44j 
In fong Ihou'd all be tall o’erfhading wood; 

Their leaves no fickly dropping autumn fear, 

Their verdure lafl tlirougliout the circ’ling year. 

The fwcet winding current murm’ring runs 
Around fair Towler-hill, in mazy turns. 4J , o 

On this aufpicious hill the Mufes ftand, 

Ready to lead the poet by the hand, 

Thro’ the fwcet grove, the fair cnamell’d mead, 

"Where herds, with harmlefs flocks, all fwcctly feed. 
Their prieftefs, me, the Mufes confecratc, 4$5 

In rites poetic to officiate: 

Thus 
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Thus honour’d, tho’ in vain, I'll fondly try 
To fmg die beauties that my ravifh'd eye 

Surveys from fair enchanting Towler hill, 

Where balmy breezes with foft fragrance fill 
Each friendly bow’r,. and each fweet leafy fiiade. 
That lavifli nature finely has array’d : 

In all her pleafing works we no chafm fee. 

But all is beauty, all is fymmetry: 

Look in the vale below, where laughing Hand 
Ripe ears of com, to tempt the reaper’s hand; <■ 
(The furious winds fhut out) the fouthern breeze 
Juft whifpers thro’ the verdant waving trees 
That guard this little fweet, this happy plain : 

On the trees the birds, with fonorous ftrain, 
Repay the bleflings that they here receive 
With notes alternate, often they relieve 
Each other from the burden of the fong; 

Tho’ fmall their bodies, yet their voices ftrong, 
Harmonioufiy delight the lift'ning ear; 

The broad-wing’d birds on yonder elm appear; 
The raven with his clam’rous loud noife. 

And the ftock-dove with her foft plaintive voice y 
She, fweetly cooing, fills tlV echoing vale, 

The rocks refound again the pleafing tale. 
(Suppofe a love fick fwain was ftationed here, 

With her complaints, all calm’d he wou’d appear: 
Thus, when we view a well wrote tragedy. 

By others grief, our own becalm’d we fee.) 


466 
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The Halcyon, with feathers red and green, 485- 
All beauteous in licr looks, too, here is l'ecn ; ; 

In banks that o’er the chryftal flood arc hung 
She loves to build hcr.ucft,, add raifc.her young. 

: '■ j::I ’*j. ■ ' ’ ■ ' . 

This place had forac poetic Greek Purvey’d, 

He it the haunt of Sylvan’s, wou’d have made; ‘ 490 

Or had of old Ionic Uriiiflr.bard been brought •; 

To this fcqucfler’d place, be wou’d have thought 
The fairies’ mazy flops he’d furely feen , ,, 

Along thefe winding paths, all beauteous green: 

As atoms their light bodies whirling turn, 495- 

In rare ft mediums of the bluffed fun; 

But, when liis beams, withdrawn, arc fled away, 

Seen only in his magnifying ray: 

So, in his quick poetic mind, thofe ftill 

Wou’d in thefe pleafant groves been vjftble. : 5 00 

;i ’ i:h ’ r ’ ' ’ •• • - 

Roclcs, fuperbly eminent, yonder fee, 

Adorn’d with many a fair oaken tree, 

Whofe; leafy tops all regular arif'e, 

And feem to kifs the wide expanded Ikies: 

Inrge Patrician oaks here fhadowing flood, joy 

And with majeftic looks adorn’d the flood; 

But thefe are gone, to viflt foreign fhorcs. 

Returning home with rich and wealthy florcs. 

• • On 
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On this fide TEISA fees more humble wood, 

With leaves umbrageous nodding o’er her flood; $io 
Tho’ with their fhaggy brows fome rocks arife, 

And each to emulate their neighbours tries: 

Then by tranfparent TEISA's winding ft ream, 

Some beauteous paftures fweetly intervene, 

Making a terrace fmooth to look upon, $ 1 5 

Where, from fair Barnard's town in bufy throng, 

To tafte th’ enliv’ning fweets of fummer’s air, 

They, dreft in Sunday’s finery, repair. 

The fwcet, the fair meand’ring cryftal ftream, 

Is wont ta be th’ enraptur’d poets theme; 520 

Tho’ none, more fair than this, e’er entertain’d 
Thofe minds, that fuch fublimity have gain’d. 

t •* 

• . r - J < V- > ’ 1 _ . ; 

As from fwect Towler-hill fair TEISA runs, 

She takes fo many winding mazy turns, 

That pleafant Nature’s felf, we may fuppofe, s 2 S 
In fportive mood, this channel for her chofe. 

From Towler-hill’s proud height the winding ftream 
Docs, like fix cryftal lakes, deceptious fcem ; 

On which when Phoebus calls an oblique ray, 

As fliines the mirror, fo with beauty they 530 

The charm’d fpe&ator dazzle, when upotl 
The brook he gazes as he walks along: 

G Here 
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Here ever-pleafing fweet variety 
Brightens each beauteous objcft that we fee. 
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The profpetfk of this winding ftreajn extends 
To Barnard’s lofty bridge, nor there it ends: 

Lo! fee it wafh the rocks, where proudly Hands 
Great Baliol’s Cattle that o’erlooks its fands 
Beauteous this ruin rears its aged head ; . ;■< 

The fatal chance of foul rebellion led /,-.■> ' / J40' 

Thy old pofleflors to relinquifh thee, ' \ -V , . 

Where beauty fwcetly mixt with ftrength we fee: 

Baliol, of Caledonian race, ...... 

Firft reard this fweet, this once moll happy place;. . , 
Which, when its Prince homage refus’d to pay, . 545 
Did England’s valiant Edward take away: 

The lofty Warwicks then its Lords became, 

But next pollefs’d by honourable Vane. 

.‘.-I’ *:i.M l ’ V v • 

Proud Warwick to the Virgin Queen refus’d 
Allegiance, and her princely pow’r abus’d ; 

He was for thefe fell crimes compcll’d to leave 
His fair domains, and, as an exile, breathe 
Difconfolate on Gallia’s proud fhbre, : 

Forbid to fee Iris fair pofleffions more. 

f ■ . * * . r • • - • • t ‘ * 

With Barnard’s town tlie flood’s fweet profpedends; 55 $ 
Still Towler-hill its lofty views extends . - 

O’er 
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O’er woods far diftant, and large hilly ground, 

Where houfesand fair villages abound. 

Eaft : wood with trees encompafs’d ever green, 

And Kirby’s lofty church, are now the fcene. 560 
Dundafs’s circular grove terminates • 

The pleafant views, allotted by the fates 
To happy Devonfhire’s delightful hill, 

That does the mind with fweet fenfation fill. 

Upon yonder doping hill’s declivity, 565 

Directed-to the noon day’s fun, we fee 
A pleafant town, near Baliol’s ruins plac’d, ; . 
From thefe reverend ruins call’d and grac’d: 

On TEISA’s rifing banks it fweetly ftands, 

The flood o’erlooking with its pleafant lands; 5 70 

Fair indufl’ry its people all employ; 

And did not envy fometimes them annoy, . ■; . 
Their labours, grateful plenty wou’d reward ; 

But felfifh views they only here regard : 

Emulous of engrofling all they drive, STS 

Selling too low their woollen wares, to thrive. 

The weaver hence maugre his work and pains. 

Not juft reward, not needful victuals gains ; 

Is forc’d to feck from other looms liis bread: 

The ftarving hugonots thus Britain fed, j8o 

When France made them (ftrange policy) to leave 
Their lives, their dear religion, or to breathe 
, • ' • 1 A fa. 
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A foreign air, and truft a neighbour king; ' 

Behold, along with them their arts they bring, 

And with this rich and noble dow’ry, 58 $ 

Requite Britannia’s hofpitality. 

France her barbarity may ever rue, 

When to us her manufacturers flew. . .. 1’ 

By making wages fmall, thus Barnard forc’d 
Her working people out, her trade thus loft. 1 590 
Induftry they fo far difcourage now, 

That the laborious females, not a few. 

Who, in the weaving art, with men wou’d vie, 

From pradlifing this hcav’n-raught art they tie. 

A female brought this noble art to light, S 9 £ 

Practis’d long in every court polite: • > 

This ufeful art did mighty Hedtor's fpoufe, 

To foothe her fears, and hufband’s abfence, chufe : 
Hcllen, perhaps, with fo ft Lydian airs 
Might banifh thought, banifh all anxious cares, .600 
With her fond fhepherd from her vacant breaft, ' 
But Hedtor’s queen's example fure is beft: 

Her work of innocence my Mufe commend; 

An art well fitting them who peaceful fpend 

Their time at home, while men robuftly bred 60$ 

Tend flocks, and fow the grain by which we’re fed. 

Let all revere the patient hufbandman : 'i 

What life is fpent like his? Say you who can - t ■' 
Thefe laborious ufeful people fcom , . .1 . 

That to the trade of hufband’ry are born. 6 1 o 

Mean 
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Mean vanity, for third of rank applaufe, 

Him from his blifsful cottage never draws : 

He, undidurb’d with patriotic zeal, 

Ne’er raifes fquabbles for the public weal ; 

But, innocent of all thofe bufy ills, 61 s 

His grateful lands at home in quiet tills; 

Well pleas’d to feed his dumb deferring train, 

His horfcs and his oxen, that fudain 
Thro’ all his labours dill a double fhare. 

Oh! bled be he, whofe humane tender care 620 
Ever to thefe dumb animals extends ; 

Not their vigorous drength too wanton fpends, 

Nor niggardly deprives them of their food: 

When earn'd fo dear, what cruel lavage cou’d 
With-hold the viands to thefe creatures fent 62$ 

By bounteous heav’n, for wanted nourilhment : 

Tho’ men as Lords the choiced dainties claim, 
u The fowls of heav’n may vindicate their grain." 

On this foft Sylvan feene the Mufe cou’d dwell, 

And of its beauties much delighted tell. 630 

But TEISA’s flow’ry banks recal the Mufe: 

From Stanford’s village fee what plcafmg views! 
Stanford, that proudly eminent looks down 
On Barnard’s ruins, and the dately town; 

Barnard’s illudrious crofs we here behold, 6$5 

With its fine eolonade, a drudhire bold: 

Breaks, kind native of this delightfome place, 

With this fair edifice the town did grace. 

•. H 
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What dreadful havock has ambition made! 

Yon caftlc tells in piteous ruins laid. 640 

Alone the retunded Patrician tow r 
Efcap'd the fatal fpoiler’s wafting pow’r. 

See, under the fair elm’s fwcct mantling lhade, 

A manCon plcaftng, by kind nature made; 

Where F—g in bleft equity’s dread feat 64s 

Of fair juftice’s laws long hath fat to treat; 

Wifely deferting fierce Bellona’s caufe. 

For the fweet calms of pleafing foft repofe; 

Perils with pleafurcs furc may be repaid j 
So F—g laid afide war’s venal trade, <550 

And all the hours a magiftrate can fpare. 

Are calmly fpent infpefting bills of fare. 

True tafte can never furc be deem’d a vice! 

At leaft not his, exquifitivcly nice., 

Yonder behold a little purling rill. 

Sweet flowing down the green enamcll’d hill: 

This acquedudt proceeds from Mornt’s drains, 

And well compcnfates his ingenious pains: 

The rotten ground which trembled as we trod, 

Is now releas’d from the exub’rant load 
Of chilly waters, that the grafs deprive 
Of its nutritious particles, and drive, 

With moift diluting qualities* away 
The falts inpregnating the foodful hay: 
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Where the deje&ed fheep all bleating flood, 66 $ 

Benumb’d with chilly damps and darv’d for food, 
Behold firm land appear, with wholcfomc grafs ; 

The cattle’s looks proclaim it as wc pafs: 

Death, which fo oft in tainted rots appear’d, 

Is by the farmer now no longer fear’d. 6 70 

This plan wou’d each land-holder but purfue, 
England a paradifc we then might view : 

Not then wou’d her own fons, like exiles, feek 
More lands to till beyond the foaming deep: 

Lovers of agriculture all might here 675 

Employment find throughout the circling year; 

Since convenient are all feafons found 
To drain off water from the fpungy ground. 

The model of the drains prepare to fing, 

O Sylvan Mufe! Find out the hidden fpring 6 80 

Where bubbling waters rife, then with a fpade 
Let a broad trench, three feet in depth, be made; 
Obferve that with defeent your conduit run, 

Whether to the rifing or fetting fun; 

Let it in breadth about a foot extend, 685 

And with a wall you mull its fides defend; 

This wall in height at lead mufl be a foot, 

And over the canal be fure to put 

Large fhelvy ftones, the wall will them fuflain; 

With ling or draw then cover it again j 690 
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And careful flop each little hole or chink, 

Left through thefe the mould’ring earth fhou’d fink, 
Which oft the water’s rapid courfe impedes: 

But when th’ earth is fixt, there no longer needs 
Ought, fave the lloncs, to bear it off the tills, 695 
Which now the fpringing water quickly fills ; 

Every leller duft mud have its courfe 
Into a larger one, which adds its force 
To drive redundant fluids off the land, 

Which, like a deluge, once were ufed to Hand : 670 

•When this is done it only now remains, 

With their own earth to cover up the drains. 

Variety ftill charms the longing eye; 

A beauteous ruin yonder we efpy: 

A chapel once, whofc infelicity 675 

Was to belong an Abbey, where we fee 
What vaft havock pretended zeal can make. 

When kings, to fcrcen their unjuft lux’ry, take 
Religion’s mafk : For blefled piety 
This church was founded, great Conan, by thee; 680 
How beauteous ! tho’ a ruin beauteous ftill, 

Situate on the fummit of the hill; 

Beneath whofe foot clear TEISA rolls away 
Through rocks that almoft tempt the Mufe to flay: 
Upon thefe beauteous rocks, fuperbly high, 

Stands Morrit’s bridge, that might with Tyber’s vie: 

Amidfl 
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Amidft thefe beauties the defcriptive Mufe 
Is loft, not witting what fhe firft wou’d chufe. 

The rocks wrapt up in Ivy’s green embrace 
To Wycliffe leading, or the beauteous place <$90 
Poflefs’d by him, whom future times fliall praife, 

And fay, this beauteous bridge did Morric raife. 

With Rookby charm’d, my Mufe, prepare to fing: 

O Sylvan Mufc! unlock each fhade and fpring j, 

And Greta, thou with murmurs foothe my ear, 6 95' 
Loft Eden fure is now revived here: 

Lo ! a fair beauteous lawn falutes our view, 

With Giver floods, and trees of diff’rent hue : 

See lofty trees with humbler fhrubs combine, 

To make the Sylvan fcene almoft divine! 700 

What facet embow’ring fhades we here behold; 

By thefe embrac’d, thou Greta, long has roll’d I 
What cooling grottos there has nature made: 

See yonder craggy rock, how fine array’d 

With pendent woodbines, all ambrofial-fweet , 70 s 

Rofes all hues in mist embraces meet: 

To doath the naked rock of pleafant green, 

The clafping ivy not the lead is fecn: 

Chefnuts o’er all extend their lofty fhade; 

Beneath fuch fweets Arcadian fhepherds laid '710 
The golden age exifting in its prime; 

And fuch is Rookby in our iron time. 

s 
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A venerable tow’r ’midlt wavy wood, 

In antique pride, for ages paft has Hood. 

This fituation, for romance fo bleil, 7iy‘ 

Was by a fair Enchantrefs pofleft. 

Whole difaftrous fate here the Mule fhall tell; 

Thus to the bright Genuera it befel: 

Scarce was the ruddy mom in faffron dreft, 

When the noble Pcndragon left his reft ; 720 

From Eden’s blifsful banks the hero came, 

Where a min’d caftle fhall bear his name 
’Till Eden’s filver ftream forget to flow, 

And all again be Chaos here below: 

Completely arm’d, his veil was verdant green, .725 
An ermine cloak, no whiter e’er was feen; 

Upon a milk-white fteed the hero rode, 

A fprightlier one was ne’er by knight bellrode ; 

He ambles in the vale with twilight grey, 

Bleak Stainmore reaching, as die new born day 730 
Appear’d, to gladden ev’ry mortal's fight, 

And call on opaque earth its pleafing light; 

Sol’s beams refulgent on his helmet play, 

Reflecting bright intolerable day; 

Zephyrus robb’d the blofloms of their balm, 7 3 y 
And brought it on his wings the knight to charm: 
With rapture he the fweet fragrance enjoy’d, 

By nothing as he travell’d on annoy’d; 

Tho’ o’er thefe hills fcarce ought allay’d to go. 

Except the eagle, chough, and noify crow: 74 ° 

- In 
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In thofe bleak roads there was no path to guide 
Tlie travell’r, who through vaft bogs mull ride ; 

Yet undifmay’d the Iprightly hero went; 

The ling frefh fragrance from its blofloms fent, 

(For now the pleafant fpring, in freflx array 745 
Had doath’d each plant, it was the bloom of May, 
When from her fruitful lap, fair nature threw 
The yellow cowflip and the vi’let blue.) 

With gratitude inlpir’d, the valiant knight 
Contemplates the bright fun’s fwcet plcafing light: 7 5 o 
If thou, he fays, be with fuch glory crown’d! 

In glories thy creator muft abound, 

Who dwells amidft ineffable pure light. 

High enthron’d, exceeding every height. 

Thus, the mariner, when the tempeft’s o’er, 7 $S 
Forgets the raging wind’s impetuous roar. 

A peaceful Hamlet here the knight furvey’d, 

Where, with clear TEISA joining, Greta made 
A crefcent beautiful to look upon: 

He view’d the rocks where Greta runs along; j6o 
And wand’ring up the flrcam he chanc’d to hear 
Melodious founds falute his ravifh’d ear ; 

When lift’ning, he difeern’d the various notes 
Of finging birds, that flrain’d their little throats ; 
Swans, to the brook, repeat their dying ftiains, 765 
And on its banks fweet philomel complains ; 

Dark clouds of larks hang in the ambient fky, 

And murmuring currents ran rolling by: • 


The 


( Z6' ) 

The concert flill more loud, yet fweeter grew; 

The Sirens feem’d to add their voices now: 770 

Amazed, then he lifted up his eyes 

And faw, upon a rock, with great furprife, 

Nine beauteous damfcls ’midfl the waving wood. 

Who, with their lutes, in charming concert flood; 

The rocks and woods echo the pleafing flrain; 775- 

The nymphs repeat it o’er and o’er again: 

Sufpended he remains, and fcarce believes 
His eyes, nor credits what he furely fees; 

When from the rock Geneura’s felf defeends, 

And o’er the chryftal brook obliging bends, 780 

The flranger t’ invite; left the brdok impede, 

A bridge is raifed with fpontaneous fpeed: 

Such offers cou’d a gallant knight withfland ? 

He then alights and takes her by the hand : 

To her fair caflle fhe the knight convey’d, 78 s 

To fhun the heat, well pleas’d the hero flaid ; 

And now the clioiceft cates the nymphs prepare, 
Cluflers of grapes, with an obliging air, 

Fair Geneura plac’d by the flranger guefl; 

Ripe figs and oranges fhe fought the beft: 790 

Nor melon, nor rich pine was wanting there, 

Nor gen’rous wine the hero’s heart to cheer. 

The nymphs with flying fingers touch the lyre ; 

And rapture in the knight again infpire. 

But to Geneura’s felf alone belongs 7 9 S 

The pow’r to charm, with foft perfuafive fongs: 

The 
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The nymph fhe fung with fuch enchanting air, 

As might inflame the knight, was fhe lcfs fair. 

Imparadifcd thus, great Pcndragon fat 
Charm’d with harmonious founds, and pleaflng chat, 800 
Till in fair Thetis’ lap, the falling fun 
Halted to reft, his race of labour run. 

Evening reminds the knight to take his leave; 

But no farewcl wou’d this fond nymph receive; 

From day to day his vifit Ihe prolongs, 80 5 

And charms his ear with fweetcft footliing fongs. 

(As Alcidcs with the Lydian queen) 

Pcndragon was by none but females fccn: 

In this elyflum ftill his country’s woes, 

Each foft, each happy blifsful feene oppofc; 810 

Of which when lie talks, fhe with ftreaming eyes, 

(All ftratagems in vain) thus to him cries : 

Didft thou, ungrateful man! O didft thou know 
What perils wait thee, ere from hence thou go! 

With thefe neglctfted charms thou wou’dft difpenfc,81 y 
Nor thy lov’d country make the thin pretence 
Of bafely leaving me, who can bellow 
On thee immortal pleasure while below. 

Ah me ! (the brave heroic youth reply’d) 

Rather than my dear country’s woes deride, 820 

I wou’d in fome dark loathfome prifon lie; 

Rather than bear this brand of ignominy : 

K A 
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A Coward is now th’ approbrious name 
Pcndragon bears amongd the fons of fame ; 

My gen’rous brother too will me accufe. 

In vain he pleads, while fhe does dill refufe 
His going, and thunder brings llorm and hail 
Him to detain, when words cou’d not prevail: 
The fair dreams that raeafurc out her bound’ries, 
The rolling Greta, and wide rapid Tees, 

She, by her magic, wou’d command to rage: 
Thus (like a little linnet in its cage) 

Unwilling Pendragon was dill confin’d ; 

His country’s woes fat heavy on his mind: 

The harrafs’d Britons daily were annoy’d, 

And brave Ambrofius’ forces near deftroy’d. 
Britannia wifhing to regain her knight, 

Cornwall fought, where fhe, a powerful wight, 
Well knew, and in a cave of living done. 

The wizard Merlin, there die found alone; 

Who, with a fmile, the goddefs thus addred: 
Why gracious condcfcends to be our gued 
Britain’s genius ! Goddefs immortal fay. 

What your behefts ? And Merlin fhall obey. 

To which divine Britannia thus began : 

By Gcneura confin’d there lives a man, 

Who late was call’d the hero of my ifle ; 

Lives inglorious, with th’ enchantrcfs while 
Ccrdic invades my country, and dedroys 
My fubjedts, all their facred rights enjoys : 
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Left is Ambrofius in the direful fray, 

While Saxons frefh, like blood-hounds ev’ry day 
Befet him, with their keen hungry jaws ; 

Pendragon now deferts a brother’s caufe: 

Go Merlin, tear him from his foft repofe; 3 55 

Fail not to tell of what he holds mod dear, 

A brother and an infant fon, who here 

To men, more fierce than wolves, mud fall a prey; 

His little fmiling Arthur Purely may 

Influence him : But why do I his day 860 

Accufe ? Since by the wily dame conflrain’d: 

Twice ten revolving funs he has remain’d *, 

And dill mud there remain, except by thee 
From the forccrefs’s artful arms fet free. 

Fear not (Page Merlin laid) Goddefs divine! 86j 

By the third day fhall he in armour (hine: 

Fair Britannia thankfully withdrew, 

And to aflifl renown’d Ambrofius flew. 

Mean while, with Cynthia's folitary light. 

The wizard rode on air, and as the night 870 

Difputed empire with the ruddy morn, 

Was to Geneura’s dately cafllc bom; 

Touch’d by his wand, the gate with jarring found 
Self open’d flood; the wizard view’d around 
This paradife, fweet aromatic groves, 87 s 

Fruit trees, that needed not the help of doves ; 

Sweet 
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Sweet liquid lapfe of murmuring fair ft ream, 

Now gilded with bleft Phoebus’ rifing beam : 

In the green mead the fprightly couriers neigh, 

The lowing kine, and lambs, falute the day; 880 
Summoned thus, Gencura’s fair nymphs arife. 

And Merlin to his urgent bus’ncfs flies; 

But him no entrance wou’d the nymphs admit, 

Within the portico the fagc muft fit, 

Until of him their miftrcfs they acquaint, 8 85 

To her his name th’ impatient Merlin fent: 

But when fhe knew that Merlin at the gate 
For audience her coming did await, 

(To her nymphs fhe fays) why will you deny 

The facred rites of hofpitality 890 

Which to the ftranger and the poor we owe ? 

Falfc the confidence I on you beftow: 

Haile to the hall, conduct the ftranger in, 

When drefs permirs, will I attend on him. 

Some go, the ftranger to condutft, fomc drefs'd 8 9 j 
The fair hair'd queen, who ev’rv grace exprefs'd: 

With flowers the ringlets of her hair entwine 
That o’er her fhoulders flow, with air divine; 

Rich pearls they tie around her fnowy neck, 

With fragrant nofe-gays her fair bofom deck; 900 
Her upper robe was fattin, fileer hue, 

Her under robe was of truc-lovcrs’ blue; 

Brilliant bracelets around her fair arms fiiinc, 

Her graceful motion fhcw’dhcr all divine. 
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The nymphs attend her to the ft ranger gueft, 90^ 
And him polite, ihe kindly thus addrefs’d: 

Welcome, whate’er this vilit does import. 

Welcome, fage Merlin, to our little court! 

(When Merlin thus) I from Britannia came, 

Therefore, O Queen! do not my meffage blame; 910 

This, her great ifle, abounds with hoftile foes. 

Who like ants from their hillocks have arofe! 

Cerdic (a name more formidable yet 
On Britilh ground did never foot-fteps fet) 

Is now arriv’d with thoufands of his crew; 9 r y 

What can the great the good Ambrofius do i 
Deferted by a brother in his need; 

This brother, I do you implore with fpeed. 

Aid, in this uttermoft diftrefs, to fend, 

Or Britain’s fons in flavery muft end 920 

Their lives. Geneura's cheek, late rofy red, 

(Love’s proper hue) turn’d pale, while thus fhe faid: 
Britannia has, envious of our blifs, 

In con tradition meditated this ! 

Or clfc, why did thofe vile Banditti land? 925 

This mighty emprefs of the fcas cou’d ftrand 
Their veflel on fome diftant coaft, where they 
To favages might fall an eafy prey: 

But, jealous of our loves, fhc this has wrought, 

And her lov’d country now to ruin brought: 9 3 ° 

The mortal let her take, as now fhe may ; 

Can his linglc arm win the doubtful day ? 
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In combat can he thoufands now oppofe ? 

When thus (he’d faid, (he from her feat arofc ; 

And, penfive fad, her lover went to feek, 933; 

Where, on his couch, in the foft arms of deep 
The man fhc found ; Sleep prun’d his wings and fled 
As th’ unhappy fair to her lover faid, 

Go, valiant Knight! thee thy country now claims, 

Go fhed thy blood for her fair mortal dames! 940 

By thefe her taunting words the Knight perceiv’d 
How much the fair for his departure griev’d. 

And anfwer’d thus, with foft endearing voice; 

If heav’n had kindly left it to my choice, 

So grofsly ftupid fure I cou’d not be, 945 

To leave this beauteous paradife and thee! 

Nor yet fo undifeeming is my love, 

As not thy celeftial charms to approve: 

Superior far to thofe, who ev’ry day, 

As yonder blufliing rofe. hades to decay: 950 

But my country, my brother, and my fon 
Now call me hence ; poor Arthur’s life begun. 

Alas ! with his too wretched country’s woes ; 

If now preferv’d, perhaps he may her foes 
Difperfe, who do this fea-girt ifle opprefs. ") 9 SS 

If kind heav’n vouchfafes thefe my arms to blefs, 

I may with thee enjoy the wifli’d fuccefs. 

Tar fly from me fuch flatt’ring hopes, (flic faid) 

And from the hero turn’d her beauteous head; 

While 
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While £he the flubbom, riling woe fupprefs’d, 960 
The woe that labour’d in her tender brealt: 

Her love {he then prepares for long to leave, 

Farewel! farewel! ((he ones) nor ever grieve, 

Nor call one anxious penfive thought on me. 

Immortal, farewel! happy may'll thou be, 9 6 s 

Pendragon cries ; to his endearing arms 
Then clafp’d the dame, and {aid, when war’s alarms 
Are o’er, I will, if fate permits, return, 

Tlio’ now to combat Britain’s foes I burn. 

Penlive {he hung her fnowy neck, and figh’d, 970 
Sorrow all utt’rance to her words deny’d. 

Thus while the lovers fondly bade adieu, 

Impatient to be gone fage Merlin grew, 

And fends them to remind of their delay j 

His eager fummons flow they both obey: 975“ 

Her grief, at length, flie feeming to forego. 

Conducts them to the room of ftatc below; 

Great Pendragon, with wonderous furprize. 

Upon lagc Merlin call his fparkling eyes ; 

But in fulpcnce the prince not long remain’d, 980 
Soon Merlin to his friend the bus’ncfs nam’d. 

(As a fierce lion within fight of prey) 

Pendragon eager wilhes for the day • • 

When he his dillrcfs’d country’s foes Ihou’d meet. 

And lay his laurels at his lady’s feet. - 985 
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A royal rcpft had the nymphs prepar’d, 

Which, as friendfliip’s laft token, they three fhar’d. 

The Goddefs then conduds them o’er the green, 

The Knight his courier mounts, nor long was feen. 
Gcncura, fhe returns with dent woe, . y 90 

Her flow’rs to tend, or elfe the fhuttle throw; 

Merlin’s important bus’nefs being done. 

He on a ray afeended of die fun. 

Thy winding courfc I TEISA fhould purfue. 

But lo! my eye hath caught one pleafing view: <) <)$ 

Then come, my Mufe! up yonder hill we’ll go, 

Pride and ill-nature let us leave below; 

In Hanby’s manfion we fliali furely find 
Reception affable, polite and kind; 

Mirth and good-humour there together dwell: 1000 

The rural beauties of Eaftwood to tell, ; 

Majcflic Denham’s pen might once have grac’d, 

Tho’ far from Paul’s and charming Windfor plac’d; 

See, with what lweet meanders Greta runs 1 

Around a little half-moon’d vale it turns 1005 

Its bubbling waters, with their murm’ring found; 

On its high rocks fweet ever-greens abound; 

Fair fpring, in its unfading verdure, here 
Lafts, in defiance of the changing year. • 

Of ever-blcfled memory, they Ihou’d 1010 

Efleemcd be, who planters were of wood; 

This 
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This fhews the mind, not center’d in itfelf. 

To future ages thus committing wealth. 

Ruins of large orchards I’ve often feen, 

Which proves, that our progenitors have been 1015 
More fond of planting trees for ufe and food, 

Than tliofe that neither beauteous are, nor good: 

I often, in large winding walks, lament 
To fee much ground, and labour vainly fpent, 

Where trees for ufeful fruit as well might grow; 1020 
What more pleafing than apple blofloms fhew ? 

So fweetly ting’d with beauteous red and white; 

What more than lofty pear-trees can delight? 

Whofe large luxuriant leaves are verdant green, 

Where fnow-white blofloms dangling hang between 51025 
Yet when the fruit appears, in autumn’s pride, 

We ne’er lament that their fweet flow’rs fubfide: 

What ftrange defire of novelty invert 
The great! Who banifli from their grounds the bert 
Of trees, to nurfc up here a foreign kind, 1030 

Whofe virtue lefs than briers we often find. 

Not fo our frugal fathers ever chofe, 

Their meadow lands to wafte on Ihrubo like tliofe j 
Shrubs that our Englifh hawthorns far excel, 

Both in the beauty of their looks and fmell; 103 5 
What fo fam’d of old as the hawthorn tree, 

In all fongs of rural fimplicity? 

M The 
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The fweet, the lovely hawthorn in the vale, 

Was ftill the prelude to the lover’s tale. 

O happinefs, of fweet retir’d content! 1040 

Thrice happy life in rural plcafures fpent! 

It is not rural life to hunt the game, 

It is to blefs what animals arc tame; 

On the honeft guilelcfs ox bellowing, 

Part of thofe flores from his labours flowing ; 1045 

And for the fweet breath’d cows nutricious juice, 

To give that herbage hcav’n lent for her ule ; 

The bleating flocks from higher grounds to drive 
What ftorms prevail, nor niggardly deprive 
Them of their food; but man’s peculiar care, 1050 
Shou’d to the gen’rous horfe extend that fhare, 

With him his perils, and his plcafures too, 

With patience undergo whate’er they do. 

O happy! that thofe fopperies are o’er, 

Which once thefe gen’rpus creatures patient bore; loss 
That, barbarity’s fclf did lure invent, 

Becoming nature rude to circumvent; 

When barbarous Jockeys inciflons made 
In their fine flowing tails, and plaifters laid: 

This, Oh Man! -was excruciating pain, 1060 

For beads to feel from thee ! that’s call’d humane; 

But we in this refpedt arc wifer grown 
Tho’ ill to treat thefe gen’rous creatures prone; 

Wit- 
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Witnefs yon huge machine that flies away, 

Why fo much hafte, yc foolifh drivers fay ? 

To breathe let thefc poor panting creatures flay: 

Cruel, you rob them of their limbs and breath ; 

He who invented thefe has been the death 
Of many a creature, that well deferv’d 
For a better fat^ to have been referv’d: 1070 

The horfe is in the book of Job deferib’d, 

The ftately horfe, of animals the pride! 

With nimble feet he paweth in the vale, 

The fpear and arrow both before him fail; 

Stranger to fear he the fierce battle meets, 1 o 7 5 

Neighing, glorioufly, the warrior greets; 

Even to thunder, does the facred flory, 

His majeftic neck compare for glory: 

In days wherein they thus thefe creatures prize. 

They never thought of fell deftrudtive flys ; 1080 

Where, as in a tavern, we people fee. 

Without diftinftion, mix promifeuoufly ; 

From town to country, from country to town, 

All, in vaft hurry, buftle up and down ; 

The reafon of their hafte the Mufe enquires, 3085 
And finds them govern’d by different defires: 

The hufbandman of ufeful labour tir’d, 

Is by the golden mines of London fir’d ; 

The ruddy milk-maid, fhe is weary grown 
Of her lot, in the fly fhe goes to town : 
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Taylors and barbers, ’tis ncccflary, 

They croud, like ghofts, in old Charon’s ferry; 

With milliners, who vifit at the court, 

Ere well-bred ladies to their fhops refort. 

In fuch emergencies, what can the Mufe *095 

Advance, thefe ftrange oppreflions to excufe ? 

Then come, O Mufe! come bear me now away, 
Sweet peaceful Mufe! whofe dictates I obey; 

Fair TElSA’s verdant banks will yet again 

The rural breaft, and poet entertain. 1100 

From WyclifTc’s mantling fhades and craggy rocks, 
We’ll view the yellow harveft, and the flocks 
Of harmlefs fheep that in the valley ftray, 

Where TEISA, with foft murmurs, roll away; 

Vifiting wherc good Tunftall held abode, 1105 

Wycliff’s late rever’d and valu’d lord. 

Who this fweet place has venerable made; 

This fair manfion may, by the Mufe, be faid. 

From its parent allies juft arifing, 

As the phoenix pleafingly furprifing: 111 o 

O may ye! ye ingenious gentle pair! 

Who now illuftrious Tunftall’s fortune lieir ; 

May ye become heirs of his virtues too ! 

None t’ equal Tunftall can the Mufe allow; 

She fays, nay, to confirm it, flie has fworn, 1115 
That a more worthy mail was never bom : 

As 
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As now the Mufe, good Tunftall furely fworc, 

No family around him fhou’d be poor; - 

All ranks of men by Tunftall were receiv’d, - ' * 

And all their wants by him alike reliev’d: ■ ill20 

Thus, this divine man! purchas’d for himfclf, 

Treafure, far beyond terreftrial wealth; 

Like his divine matter he thought the blifs ,• 

Of receiving fortune’s gifts, were far lefs, 

Than them to deal with liberality; , l US 

Which, happy Tunftall! ftill was done by thee! 

Who matter’d all thofe vicious appetites, 

In which the great now find fuch dear delights ; 

In games, nor fports, thou ne’er felt a pleafure, ■) ■ 

Nor ill-manncr’d jefts in any meafure ; ,'i 1130 

Anger was foreign to thy peaceful mind, • - v? 

With all the paffions of malignant kind: 

O’er there, thy early years a conqueft gain’d, , 

Which with thee to phlegmatic age remain’d: . , 

Happy, thrice happy, was mild Tunftall’s lot! 113 y 

Who, in the bloom of life, the world forgot : 

Twenty circling years rhe radiant fun - . |;\-c - 
In arics had his matclilefs race begun ir :0 1' \r . 

While from the world retir’d, mild Tunftall he, 

With God alone held fweet fociety; .i . 1140 

Nor did his palate other viands crave, 

Than foop, which the fine flower of. oatmeal gave; 

(As in his Tub the Cynic) with content • 

He liv’d, nor envy’d joy to others lent; 

N Tor 
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For here lie ft rove his pallions to fubdue, . . 
Which, with their years, in others riper grew: 
His joys were all of the fublimer Hind, 

Not in corporeal feafey but in the mind; : 

And in a little cell, near to the fky;:”t »i: 

With books he hdd a calm fociety: . \j .'1 

Thus by taking fuperfluities away f : - 

From bodies, tb r improved mind, as fages fay, ■ / 
Will furely grow more volatile and light, : : 
Gaining'.of heavenly things a quicker fight. 

When great Demetrius, took tlie ifte of Rliode, 

A fkilful painter in that ifle abode, ■ - ' ':i 
Who fo enamohf’d of his art .was grown. 

That food for feven - years he’d rafted none, 

Save meagre pulfe, of fimple lupens made, 

Left the thick fumes from groffer food o’erfhade 
Thofe lambieht flames, proceeding from the brain 
(This from authentic Plutarch’s flory came.) 

If thus the pleafures of a fenfe cou’d charm, 

W hat pleafure muft thy breaft, O Tunftall, warm 
W'ho liv’d fequefter’d from fociety, ' 

To gain with God a higher unity* :•■•••• 

He who can find delights in fblitude, 

Muft either be a favage wild and rude. 

Or of a mind like God’s, divinely pure ; 

The laft was Tunftall’s happy temper fure: 
(Leading a life of calm celibacy) • . } 

Here long he liv’d, if life and long agree. 
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Of Wycliflc and its god-like owner, now 
The Mufe, tho’ very loath, mull bid adieu; 

And with the lilvcr dream dcfcend again, 

Where charming Winflon does attention claim: 
Fair fhady beeches, and fwcct cooling dreams, 
Where Phoebus kindly fheds his noon-day beams 
Beauteous gardens on TEISA’s banks appear; 
How bled the holy man whofe lot falls here! 

Nor Scllaby to fing fhou’d we refufe; 

But ’tis a theme too copious for the Mufe. 

Up yon terrace wc next, my Mufe, afeend, 
Whofe flielving lides to TEISA downward bend; 
Venerable oaks, with green ivy bound, 

Along this road the traveller furround; 

Upon this fine fmooth terrace as we go, 
Barford’s rich campaign grounds appear below. 

Half incircl’d fair winding Teefe, by thee! 
Gainford’s fweet peaceful village next we fee; 
With Pomona’s golden fruit, richly crown’d, 
While Flora’s vernal pencil paints the ground: 
Like Winflon here the Vicar’s happy lot, 

Into a goodly heritage has got: 

The church, a Gothic pile, is fweetly plac'd; 
With a liner fite a church was never grac’d. 
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Tho’ unwillingly, I, alas! its fate 
Mull prophecy, for tho’ its fite elate 
Sweetly pleafes the charm’d beholder’s eye, 

Yet TEISA runs with rolling current by ; 
Undermining the bank on which it Hands, 
Depriving the dead of their affur’d lands; 

Tis more than probable, in future days, 

This ftru<fture fair, it impious, will erafe. 

Snow-hall moll plcalingly has caught my eye! 
This may TEISA’s deftrudlive ftream defy 
Which, from a fine fweet eminence, commands 
The river, with its fhrubby banks and lands, 
Where Ceres’ blcft offspring, a wavy band. 

In all the pride of golden harveft Hand. • 

To Peirce-bridge next fair TEISA rolls away; 
In days of yore a Roman cohort lay. 

Station’d along this lair fweet campaign ground ; 
Here many an antique coin lias been found : 

A Pagan image once of fculpturc fine, 

(That fhew’d no vulgar artill’s rare defign) 

Was by the plow difeover’d as it lay, 

Expos’d to air, in fight of open day; 

To th’ owner of the plow a victim fell: 

In him did fo much fuperllition dwell, 

As to believe a chriftian might not fee 
This ftony image, with impunity; 
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So, with the groaning hammer broke it fmallj 
Thus to dull did its fine fmooth features fall. 

Amidfl a group of venerable trees, 122 s 

Witham’s manfion the charm’d traveller fees; 

From hence fmooth TEISA dimpling runs along, 

And fees the herds and flocks her borders throng; 

The bleating flocks that in thefe meadows feed, 

Are all of large noble generous breed; 1230 

Their wool is long, and white as falling fnow, 

(From it fine threads our female artifts draw) 

Tire pride of Britain and of TEISA, they, 

For their rich pafturcs, well, methinks, repay: 

Yet this will not luxurious man fuflice, 1235 

He (like the prowling wolf) demands their lives. 

By Kingfcliffe's chalky rock, next TEISA runs, 

And to Low Confcliffc in meanders turns j 
An enchanting wildemcfs, fweetly fair. 

Tire kindred name of Cooper’s Hill does bear: 

Oh! rfrcrc my Mufe to Denham’s fo ally’d, 

I’d fing each tree that grows along its fide; 

Patrician oaks, that like the great o’erflrade 
The lowly Plcbcan wood, along each glade, 

Catching the drops that nurfing clouds diftil, 

Nor fparing one ’till tlrey have drunk their fill: 

The humble under-wood I’d alfo fing, 

Tire auburn hazel that falutes the fpring; 

O 
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The hawthorn’s fair aromatic flower, 

The fwcet woodbine that interlines each bow’r; isjo 
To the brier I’d give no harder name, 

Than what plants fenfitive too often claim; 

The pale primrofe I’d call divinely fair, 

Celeftial each vi’let that perfumes the air. 

Devonfhire’s rich lands, crown’d with plenty here, 1 25s 
Again on beauteous TEISA's banks appear. 

Hail! happy Cleafby! Ceres’ favour’d feat, 

So juftly renown’d for generous wheat. 

With ferpentine like courfe now TEISA runs, 

Thro’ many a fwcet pleafant mead, and turns 1260 
Around Blackwall, a fltuation fair, 

Upon a flowTy bank, in pleafant air. 

t • ... 

(Slighting Darlington) lhe now glides along 
To Stappleton: This village Hands among 
Fair plains that herds of lowing cattle breed, 12 6s 
With many a fine nimble footed Heed: 

Two rivers TEISA here, with kind embrace, 

Receives, that finilh now their lonely race : 

Skearn, after wat’ring Darlington’s fair town, 

In TEISA’s lap, contented, lays him down, 1270 

With Clow’s little pleafant meand’ring rill, 

That does in Yorkihire rife from Cromma Hill. 

This 
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This beauteous filver dream to Croft runs near, 

Sweet pleafant village, Neal was paflor here: 
Good-natured Neal! whofe ever open door 127 $ 

Oblig’d the wealthy, and reliev’d the poor: 

As far as mortal cou’d—he fure was blctl 
In the fair graceful dame whom' he pofleft; 

She, with good-nature and urbanity, 

Still charm’d with fuch a fweet variety! 1280 

Their manfion now by Milbank is pofled. 

While they, in happier ones, together red. 

Lo ! here a bridge fix cent’ries has dood, 

O'crfhading beauteous TEISA’s filver flood; 

For its falubrious bath hath Croft been fam’d, iaSy 
Divinely bled, from good Saint John ’tis nam’d. 

To Hurworth TEISA runs, whofe pleafant fite. 

Does oft the wealthy’s relidence invite : 

Upon her fouthem fide a lawn we view. 

The property of wealthy Montague. 1290 

From hence to Ncfliam TEISA has its courfc. 

This fweet village lays to the river clofe ; 

Here its filver dream the traveller fords, 

And in this limpid dream we find the Lords 
Of Sogburn meet the Bifliop new deed; 12 95 

To him they homage pay, with great refpeft ; 

' For 
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For thefe two manors, Sogburn, and Dinfdale, 

They hold a fword, and tell a wond’rous tale 

Of a wing’d ferpent which did infeft 

Sogburn's fine plains, of Durham lands the beft : 1300 

From the lunar circle (’twas thought) there fell 

A ferpent, as the hydra terrible ; 

Like her, fo dread, fo fearful to behold, 

That no courageous knight, tho’ e’er fo bold, 

Durft him attack, none, none was to be found, 1 30J 
He rul'd the lord and matter of this ground ; 

The people many years this grievance bore; 

(For man’s fhort date live ferpents o'er and o’er) 

Thus thefe piteous people were diftrefs’d, 

’Till a deliverer to the opprefs’d 1310 

Arofe, whofe name was Conyers, he a wight, 

Did, like Alcidcs, in great deeds delight; 

In his own prowefs wrapt, and coat of mail, 

He with his fword this ferpent did aflail; 

Firft on the neck he gave him fuch a ftroak, 1315 
As might have fell’d the ftouteft, talleft oak 
That e’er in Britain grew, when Druids poflcft 
Vaft groves of thefe, where they the people bleft ; 

At which, indignant, wide he flapt his wing, 

The hero underneath a dart did fling, 1320 

For in this part (like great Achilles’ heel) 

Tho' elfe invulnerable, he cou’d feel 

Death’s leaden hand, and, for the firft time, here 

His undaunted foul flood appall’d with fear; 

Bold 
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Bold Conyers then advancing with his dart, 

In this unguarded, this neglected part 
Soon found a paflage to the ferpent’s heart; 

The purple life this oblique paflage found, 

And fally’d forth out of the gaping wound ; 

The vanquifli’d ferpent dos’d his glaring eyes, 1330 
And, like a blafted oak, a ruin lies! 

A large fhrill horn the hero founded then, 

On which appear’d a group of fturdy men, 

Who drew this pond’rous ruin to a pit, 

Many a maflive ftone there heap’d on it: 1335 

The good Bifhop to Conyers then decreed 
Thefe manors for this great and noble deed; 

Where he in peace, and glory flourifh’d long, 

And built three holy churches, fair and ftrong: 

At Sogburn one, where he the ferpent flew; 1340 

There, in fine ftone, his monument we view ; 

His body at full length, in fculpture fine, 

A female on each fide, all rare defign ; 

With his large trufty dog beneath his feet, 

That with his matter did the ferpent meet. 134y 
Tliis talc now being done, they to his Grace 
Prefent the fword, that in this fatal place 
Did the old fifcry dragon’s life deftroy, 

Which he, returning, wifhes them all joy 

Of thefe fair lands, which they fo juftly claim; 1350 

They to their homes then all return again. 

P A 
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A tale To plaufiblc, none can refufe 
To credit; yet the deep discerning Mufe, 

In this fable, of the amiems fetting forth* 

Difcovers a knight of undaunted wotfh> 3 5 JT 
Who .here, perhaps, fome robber overthrew, 

Like Robin Hood with his flout valiant crew * ■ 

Or fome tyrannic baron, who opprefs’d 

His neighbours* to mankind af common peft. , 

. Yonder wc foe a mill for grinding corn, 1360 

Whole dam is made of naught but rugged thorn ; 
Unconfcious of the pangs ambition brings, 

The honeft miller fits, and chcarful lings; 

Meagre poverty he need never dread, 

His occupation ftill allures him bread; 1360 

Proud fcienct never lead his mind aftray, 

He loves to read his biblc, and to pray. ; 

(Things by much lifting i»ro reduc’d to nought) 

He therefore loves the faith he firft was taught; 

And by this maxim queftions not the creeds, ' 1370 
Which with modeft humble piety he reads.; 

The fcripturcs are his int’reft to believe, 

Heav’n, he thinks, never will our hopes deceive: 

Thefo are the tenets of his honeft heart, 

From which he oft avers he’ll ne’er depart. 13 7 jr 

View him returning home with com to grind, 

Met by his lifping babes and help-mate kind; 

Who 
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Who welcome him with pleafure in their eye, 

Yonder, yonder comes poor dad, th’ infants cry. 

TEISA murm’ring leaves this delightfome mill , 1380 
To vifit Gerlby on a plcafant hill: 

Sweet fituation, amidft wholefome air, 

Shivering agues here infeft but rare: 

Her lucid waters, next to Dinfdale run, 

But e’er they pafs, large dams there are that turn 138 s 
The filver flood into a Handing lake, 

Where they the beauteous fpeckled falmon take. 

In artful locks confin'd, the captive filh 
For freedom, now alas! too fruitlefs wifli: 

Ah ! what does all their finny ftrength avail, 1390 
Their round watchful eyes, ftrong mufcular tail! 

Like to the winged arrow from the bow 
Darting along, they would their bodies throw; 

Their little filmy bladders they with cafe 

Do contrail or dilate -whene’er they pleafe, I 3 9 J* 

To rife or fall in th’ ambient element j 

With ftruggling now their ftrength is almofl: fpent: 

The fweets of liberty they bootlefs try, 

Thele prifons all deliverance deny : 

’Tis death alone that now muft fet them free, 1400 
Condemn’d to feaft infatiate luxury: 

Tho’ hunger prefs’d, the Greeks would yet refufe, 

Tlieir empire o’er the wat’ry race to ufe; 

Tho’ earth and air were ranfack’d, food to find, 

They, pious, wou’d not eat the finny kind, 14 °S 

As 
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As nature had affign’d their element, 

Where interdi&ed man might not frequent. 

A pleafant houfe with gardens TEISA here 
Surveys, that once Routh’s fair pofleflions were: 

Routh, fo juflly fam’d for a gen’rous breed 1410 

Of noble courfers, whofc vaft matchlefs fpeed 
So often bore away the golden prize 
In Britain’s fam’d equeflrian victories. 

Ward’s pleafant feat from TElSA's Banks now fee ; 
This, valiant Conyers, this belong’d to thee! 1415 

Broke from her fetters, now glad TEISA runs, 
Around fair Dinfdale in a circle turns: 

Upon her banks an ancient hall we fee, 

Bearing the marks of great antiquity: 

A church near to this hall, romantic fweet, 1420 

See next! with the good vicar’s pleafant feat; 

The prefent pallor’s name is Addifon, 

Who, with fair hofpital, has long 
Enjoy’d this bleffed, rural, fweet retreat! 

More happy than the prelate, tho’ lefs great. 1425 
O’er rugged rocks the foaming floods refound, 

And leafy woods its moffy borders crown. 

Middleton One Row’s elevated fite, 

Docs next the pleas'd fpe&ator’s eye delight. 

To 
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To Pemberton’s fwcct feat next TEISA runs, 
Then round St George’s little village turns : 

A venerable church here fwcctly Hands, 

Amidft fair meadows and rich fertile lands; 

In all the vales thro’ which fair TEISA ftrays, 

A finer foil than this fhc ne’er furveys. 

In folemn majefty fee TEISA glide, 

With open bofom to receive the tide, 

That eager to High Worfel foaming flows; 
Cerulean waves fair TEISA here inclofe: 

Thus wedded to the fea, her waters fwell 
So large, that barks they bear at Low Worfel: 
Peare’s numerous magazines there fee. 

Here barks, fair TEISA, anchor firft in thee! 

Triumphant now thou vifits bufy Yarm, 
Where the chaftifings of thy powerful arm 
In their fad minds, rife mournful, recent Hill, 
When thy raging waters did their dwellings fill. 
At Yarm their wares the wealthy farmers vend, 
Which to our great metropolis they fend. 

In fair meanders TEISA next furveys 
A beauteous manfion, built by wealthy Mays. 

With many a fine fcrpcntinc like turn, 

Clear TEISA does from hence to Barwick run, 

CL 
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To Stockton next, whofe fair neat flreets proclaim, 
Clocina there does not prefume to reign. 14^ 

By thee enrich’d, fair TEISA, merchants here 
Like princes, all magnificent appear: 

With Pallas’ fpirit lhip-wrights are infpir'd, 

Of her their noble art they have acquir’d. 

Smooth TEISA gently glides away from hence 
To Potrach, fhips of burden now advance 
To take the loading that the keels have brought; 
Around we fee the little barges float; 

Some bufy, take away their foreign (lore, 

Others, of our own produce, are bringing more : 

Like the mufcular heart’s velocity. 

Where the fyftole and the diaftole agree. 

By fits to drive away, and to retain 
The crimfon blood, while vital pow’rs remain: 

Th’ affairs of life in equal tenor run, 

All in a circle imitate the fun. 

Some houfes next we fee, that bear the name 
Of Newport, but they fcarce attention claim. 

Here limpid TEISA’s waters form an ifle, 

Rich, fertile, as great vivifying Nile; *475 

Where verdant liquorifh in plenty grows. 

Fair pcdtoral plant! iofy health oft flows 
From thy (weet medical, ballamic pow’r 1 
Relieving often in the needful hour, 
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The faint labouring lungs, when almoft fpent; 1480 
From gracious hcav’n are healing fimples lent. 

While we furvey the brute creation o’er, 

(Amidft fair nature’s univerfal flore) 

We find they choofe their phyfic and their food; 
Rejecting noxious herbs, they take-the good: 148? 

Such virtue in herbs did the Grecians feign. 

That by their ufe youth was reftor’d again; 

This fecrer, friendly unto human life, 

Was known alone to Jafon's royal wife. 

Now Clieveland’s bufy port, my Mufe, we view 11490 
To beauteous TEISA here we bid adieu: 

United with the fea, Ihe forms a bay, 

In whofe wide bofom barks commodious lay: 

Bellona has not thunder’d on this Ihore, 

Its foaming furgene’er blulh’d with human gore: 1495 
Thefe humble barks no flaught’ring engines know, 
Their guards are honell tars, who freely go 
To ranfack diftant earth, the flormy lea, 

All to bring back wealth to their lov’d country. 

Attempting thus, with unambitious Grain, 1 joo 
To pleafe fome rural Nymph, or country fwain; 

Father TEISUS rear’d his reverend head, 

The winds to peace were hulh’d, while thus he faid: 
Accept our thanks, O northern female bard! 

Who to attempt our daughter’s praife has dar’d. 1 505 

Thou 
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Thou, with her dcathlefs, her immortal name I 
From oblivion has prcferv’d thy fame. 

Tho’ letter’d bards fhou’d my lov’d TEISA praife, 

In pompous verfe, in learned ftile and phrafe; 

Yet even thus, they wou’d but copy thee; 1510 

Their fong thy paraphrafe would only be. 

To this our beft-lov’d daughter we aflign’d 
The faireft empire of the wat’ry kind; 

Yet fuch her haplefs her untoward fate, 

No bard was born her charms to celebrate! IS 1 S 

On all the fair enamell'd banks, that fee 
Her reign in peace and folemn majefty! 

Innum’rous ftreams do homage to her pay, 

Loft in her nobler name they glide away : 

Haft’ning to her embrace fee Leven’s flood, i^ao 

With Skcarn, that has his fource 'midft fedge and mud. 
Sweet chryftal Clow’s fair mcand’ring rill; 

Grand Beck’s liquid lafp, flowing down the hill; 

And foaming Greta, in his rocky bed, 

Who diving often hides his reverend head; i s 2 5 

With Thor, who from a god derives his name, 

Deep-dell, that from a rock’s hard entrails came; 

Little Scur, torrent like, comes rolling down, 

And Baurder, a brook of no fmall renown ; 

Glad Eglcfburn its grateful tribute pays ; 1 S 3 0 

Deep rapid Lunc inur’d in TEISA lays : 


With 


( *5 ) 

With many more, too num’rous here to name. 
Contributing to raife my TElSA’s fame. 

In the womb of futurity there lays, 

Tho’ unfledg’d, a brood of Halcyon days ; 15 Z 5 

Underneath whole fnow-white aufpicious wing. 

Far diftant nations fhall their treafures bring •, 

TElSA’s winding fhore fhall their faces fee. 

From the banks of the fam’d Miflifippi, 

And Saint Laurence river, fhall Barks then come, 1540 
Fraught with the produce of each warmer fun; 

With Britifh wares returning loaded home, 

Nor under exuberant taxes groan: 

Not then fhall barks in Maflachufett’s bay. 

The crimfon flag of fanguine war difplay; IJ 4 J" 

Fair peace’s olive fhall embofs their fails, 

Their motto, peace and liberty, prevails: 

The fragrant, die foothing balfamic tea. 

No more fhall perifh in the brackifh fea. 

From their once kind indulgent mother torn, IS S 0 

The Colonies unhappy feuds fhall mourn ; 

While Britain, with a mother’s fond embrace, 

Shall, from her bleeding breaft, their crimes erafe ; 

With a more lenitive, more gentle hand, 

O’er her afflicted offspring bear command. 1 S 55 

This faid, the wat’ry vifitant again 
Sunk down beneath the fair cerulean main: 

R ' On 
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On his prophetic words I ruminate. 

Until I hear the country fwains relate 

The fad mournful news of lov’d Chatham’s death, 1 560 

Who for his country pray'd with his lafl breath !. 

I 

Tumultuous war did Britain’s lofs foretcl, 

When in her Chatham all her grandeur fell! 

By him her navy, in triumphant pride, 

Did fov’reign of the feas majcftic ride! 1565 

By him her merchants princes all became, 

By him Britain eclips'd the Roman name. 

Like the Auguflan age, great in peace and war! 

Her, lupplicating nations fought from far; 

’Till her evil genius lean envy fent, 15 70 

In filent night the green-eyed monfter went: 

Cynthia, riding in meridian height. 

At the foul wrinkl’d hag’s malignant fight 
Her filver colour chang'd, all deadly pale, 

She hid her face beneath a crimfbn -vale: r s 7 5 

In hoarfe murmurs the bluft’ring winds foretel 
Thole dire events that Britain foon bcfel! 

From couch to couch the fiend £he fanguine flew. 

In honor’s fhape, and cries, my noble Lords will you 
Lay fupine ! deaf to honor and to fame i 1580 

While Pitt immortalizes his great name! 

In the glorious annals of his country; 

His adts alone are guarantiz’d by me : 
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Arife! with glorious emulation here, 

Now ft rive to ftop his infatiate career I * 15 &S 

A fnake fhe then into each breaft convey'd, 

As in fwcet downy fleep the nobles laid ; 

The rcftlcfs reptiles broke their foft repofe. 

From this period Britain dates her woes. 

A Peerage then rewards, for fervicc paft, ij-p o 

Her Pitt, like Churchill, from the helm now call: 
Unhappy broils from hence infeft the ftate, 

While proud ambitious men predominate ; 

Like Ahab’s falfc prophet’s fortelling peace, 

While civil difeords round the throne incrcafe. IS 95 

Chatham alive, Britain ftill hop’d to fee 
The jarring lands enjoy fwcet unity. 

Heav’n wou’d no longer fpare him here below, 

But its favourite took from fccnes of woe. 

Since ftrange corruption Britain’s ftate perplext, r6oo 
His righteous foul each rifing day was vext; 

Monftrous crimes in every fhape appear. 

While peaceful peafants with the plow-lhare tear 
The fallow grounds, they to the wars are preft, 

The late ufeful looms amidft lumber reft, i 60s 

While their induftrious own’rs, interr'd, now lay 
In America’s hofpitable clay. 

Like the glorious fun finking to the main, 

With redoubl’d fplendor to arife again; 

Bri- 
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Britain exposed Chatham wou’d arife, 1 ■" -i6xo 
To flatter with his light her enemies; 

• f • % • • 

But thefe her hopes arc fru (Irate, 

And flte is left to druggie with her. fate.- - 

v .. . 'i .'j o ’ i r.. J 

When he coil’d no more, tlie. patriot cry’d, 
t> Camden! fave my country (—and died. 1615 
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